Breakers of Walls 


The law 

Like a bloated tongue 

Ite sense too dull for simple words 
Airing itself upon doomed walls 

4 fortress in decay. 


This mw 

W411 suck me in 

Shore up its walls with felon bones 
Stop cavities, draw sap from me 
Yet will it fall, 


For mke 

What shifte they my 

Not just my cankered bone 

Nor yet my pain, 

The keepers ani the keeping-hold 
Will blight the stone. 


I Thought I'd Dropt Out, but 


the track claims evary road, 


and roaring holds your mind to the reality: 


shut out the clamour in eyes and ears, 
the roaring is inside your head: 

lie still in darkness, 

the track leads under your bed: 

where you walk today 

hung yesterday's breasted tape 

the long echoing cheexs: 

and you can say, 

They race for gold - I flow; 

caught in the noose of time and place 
I dip, I bend: 


yet saint or boob stray home in time 
and everhopeful loiterers will watch 
to the very end. 
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Juggernaut 


Dear Sir, I mst advise you that 
Your house 1s going to be imocked flat, 


Your street is just o bit too skinny 
Unless you walk or drive a mini. 


Your little street is lean and scrawny: 
The ringroad's lers are big and brawny, 


All must fall to let it mss - 
Kinnen Fark, Anderston, Port Dundas. 


Your meagre little street won't shine 
When leviathan calls to dine. 


When leviathan comes on wheels 
He's sure to be set on bigger meals. 


We hope you won't quarrel with whet we're doing 
And kick up all that hullabsllooing, 


But if you mst, then, say your says 
You my potition us all day. 


4nd if wiseacres say, What a futile lark! 
Just point to the toilet in the park = 


That heap of rubble by the gate 
Was a public pissoir till of late, 


And when you mounted your campaign 
Did we regard it with disdain? 


Bulldozers at a single blow 
Lewd and Libidinous laid low, 


And certain folk were most astonished 
To find their rendezvous demolished. 


True that was part of’ another plan, 
An ‘unattended toilets’ ban 


And purely a police decision 
Before we saw your nice petition: 


(A confidential memo, that 
Which some fool couldn't keep under his hat, 


But what's democracy about 
If you can't come clean once the secret's out?) 


Bosf Sir, 1t's not for you or me, 
It's for the tonnage that's to be. 


The rich stay rich, but it's kudos for you 
When you put your tees in leviathan's stew: 


For your great great grandchildren will say, 
He moved his arse for the motorway! 


He knows the gnomes of high finance 


FaRguank 1c baw 


He knows wealth is power & who makes wealth. 
live off his: rump & at their bidding the world trembling turns. 


And fairly frequently burns. 
He knows the State is another elaborate lie: it saya not wealth but I am power. 


He lnows parliament is only politics & politics only talk. He knows legality is 
called the rich mn's whore. 


And he's not soft. He knows when you put a question to clam up or spew out 
yesterday's paper or last night's TV whole. 


He kmows his opinions are seldom required unless as a joke or to trap him into 
putting money in somebody's begging bowl. 


(gut 
wit too good-natured, alas, to refuse you his stiff laconic X in the box for the 
5 year show. 


No, it's not just enough to know. 
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Uzz people caw 

like pyrhocorax graculus 

er chough 

what tine 

the passerines out te purchase 
diddled are. 


Sold a pretty Lie 

some old crew (a, 

gominie uae deot) 

cooked up in jaundiced need 
svelte youth 

to fattex. 


They buy it 
and we CaWe 


Minatory visage being 
old hat, he 

the cumitg dominie 
just dimpled B47 

fat smiles aad 

pelly Ianghs. 


A passementrie 

of silver butters 
whistle 

notebeck 

pater 

on one side 


and on the other 
the pedegegic parallel. 


A voiceless oscine 
with a scroll. 

A flightless ratite 
in a gow. 


Seen in its birthdey suit 
this He 


b4 


It's only here 
lodged between boards 
we sing. 


I think of those Kremlin bosses 
taking in the parade, 

High up, boxed in, 

a minute head. 


What isa book? 
A man in his best clothes. 
That in itself should make us suspicious. 


Down there 

in the Gallowgate and Cumberland St 
we cut a poorer figure. 

O the dumb hunger for pity 

or mock acclaim. 


We who should dance this half-holy city 
we hobble 
lame. 


The easy road out to the people 

is television. The poet 

need only swivel in his chair. 
Still comfortably boxed in, 

still in bullet-proof surroundings. 
But we have nothing good to report. 
Poets mumbling on television 

while the poeple out there wait 

in Cumberland St and the Gallowgate 
the song. Something a little more 
fukl in the throat. People who 
have not yeb learnt that poets 
like all the rest, have two 
voices: there's verse and prose 
there's flesh and spirit 

there's lame and sprightly. 

And when I think of poets I've met 
a story I once read in a newspaper 
comes to mind. Mario Lanza 

before turning up at a party 


always sent on a message before himn(({——— 
-—tt"seems: I have a sore throat. 


yes only here 
lodged between boards 
in the security of the printed page 


safe and sure 
adorned 

they build a shrine 
they sing 


but going out there 

(but when? when?) 

poets in the Gallowgate or Cumberland St 
cut a poorer figure 


for there 

(but when? when?) 

they bring 

only dumb hunger for pity or mock 
acclaim 


they who should dance this half-holy 
eity but hobble 
lame 
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even travelling the easy road 

out there 

(we've seen it often) 

on television 

all they do is mumble it 


while we, the humble 
fools 

in the Gallowgate and Cumberland St tae 
sit waiting 


the somg 

full-throated 

like Keats's Nightingale 
i at least 


a single voice 


we who have not yet learnt 
that poets, like all the rest, 
have two voices 


there's verse and prose 
there's flesh and spirit 
there's lame and sprightly 


and when I think of the poets I've met 
a story about Mario Lanza comes to mind: 


-~ he-aiweys-had-a-sore throat - 
_ —_ 


gefore turning up at a prty 
he always sent a mesage on before him 


I HAVE A SORE THROAT 
ee eo 


MACDIARMID IN THE SHETLANDS 


'They are of various typess spiral (radicastronamy investigations have established 
that our own mie ne this structure), elliptical, and irregular. They tend to 
form groups and our own galaxy is a member of the so-called local group of which 
other members are the Andromeda and Triangulum Spirels, the Nubeculee and various 
dwarf galaxies such ae the Sculpter System. Apart from the members of the local 
group, all the giexies are receding fron us at tremendous speeds: the most remote 
systems so far measured, 3C ~ 295 in Bootes, is about 5,000 million light-years 
away, and is receding at almost 90,000 miles per second.! 


ENCYCLOPEDIA, 


At the centre of things still, with Babel's days 
ended. He has healed meanings in the stones 
flung dom. Out of that tomb explored ten years 
he'll raise a tower beyond the prophecies. 


'Thistle my ruined sail' in that reucous sea. 

Lost voices he brought hone. Words of white thirst 
he brought to the black pools where answers lay. 

A nation's fall he salvaged wantonly. 


These years are vessels couthie sailors shun. 
'A Hymn to Lenin! still my prove quite risky. 
Not voyaging, just drifting, do they say? 

He holds the glass of water to the sun. 


This good earth's weave, a language of the poor = | 
divided selves made enemies of self - | 
he quickened to the final integration, 

the work far which all else is metaphor, 


for all exploring must lead back te these. 

A homeland alien and unconquered still. 

The splintering voices he made supple, whole 
bear gently homeward the lost galoxies. 


9 Farquhar Meley 


6, Balvicar Drive 
Queen's Park 


Basement Flat 
Glasgow G42 8OS 


wa 


Still at the ‘centre of things' with Babel's days 
still numbered. He has eased the ache in words 
Too brokem for reply. Tem years hets watched. 
He'll raise that tower beyond the prophecies. 


He has kept watch ten years in that small room 
tending with love the voices and the words. 

He has healed meanings in the stones flung down 
and the tower rises out of Babel's tomb. 


The pith and substance of each raucous hour 
not figurehead alone but vertebrae 

the quiet salvaging, the listening years 
years of increase though couthie folk demur: 


shes watch them pass, the thistle-sail undone 
freighted with pothihg you could traffic in; 
'Not voyaging, just drifting,’ do they oo 
He holds the glass of water to the sun. 


The good earth's weave, the language of the poor 
the banished selves divided from the self: 

he'd found the integration which was real 

the work for which all else is metaphor. 


For all exploring must lead pack to these. 
The home is alien and unconquered still. 

The splintering voices he made supple, whole 
bridge tenderly tomorrow's galaxies. 


wl, lwt 


Wry wom Ly 


Wor, ast, 


Qe 


wl 


